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tubes, flash designs. Same results. The thing wouldn't go. "The
steam engine will never do for a common-road passenger car."

And then, an inspiration. One day in Detroit he saw a new
kind of engine. It was operated by gasoline. That evening he ex-
plained the idea to his wife. He had read about it in the World of
Science. "I've been on the wrong track, Clara. What I'd like to
do is make an engine that'd sort of pump pop into pop bottles. A
gasoline engine that'd take the place of a horse."

He drew a diagram on the back of a music sheet. "You see, if
I could harness such an engine to four wheels------"

"Yes, Henry." ,

"But to do that, we'd have to give up the farm and move to
Detroit. I'd need tools, and money, and all that sort of thing."

"I understand, Henry. I'll be ready when you say the word."

And so, on a late September day in 1891, they spread out the
racks of their hay wagon, heaped all their belongings upon it, and
started off in the direction of their dream.
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DATE, August 12, 1896. Scene, the banquet room of the Oriental
Hotel, Manhattan Beach, Long Island. Occasion, the convention
of the officers of the Edison Electric Company. At the head sat
Thomas Alva Edison himself.

Conversation about the Presidential race between Bryan and
McKinley, the plight of Cuba under the oppression of Spain, the
expansion of American industry both at home and abroad. And
then the talk drifted on to some of the latest industrial develop-
ments in the United States. One of the dinner guests touched
Edison on the arm. "Do you see that young fellow across the
table?"

"Yes. What about him?"

"Well, he's invented a gasoline car."

"Really? Sounds very interesting." And turning to Henry Ford,